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SPRING  NOTES 


HAIL  !  little  Aconite, 
Joy  to  the  heart  and  sight, 

First  thought  of  Spring  ! 
How  did'st  thou  ever  dare 
Under  the  branches  bare 
To  ope  thy  petals  fair, 
Frail  little  Aconite  ? 

Brave  little  cup  of  gold  ! 

Dost  thou  not  fear  the  cold 

And  the  sharp  sting 
Of  winter's  biting  wind  ? 
Frosts  thou  wilt  surely  find, 
Snow  lingering  still  behind, 

Brave  little  cup  of  gold  ! 

Pale  little  Aconite ! 
Thine  were  a  sorry  plight 
Wert  thou  afraid  ; 
A 
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But  with  thy  fringe  of  green 
Thou  reignest  like  a  queen 
Hardiest  of  flowers  I  ween, 
Pale  little  Aconite  ! 

Bold  little  yellow-eye, 

Turned  upward  to  the  sky 

E'en  should'st  thou  fade  ; 
I  will  remember  thee 
Bringing  so  merrily 
Promise  of  Spring  to  me, 

Bold  little  yellow-eye ! 

II 

Now  hangs  the  snowdrop  forth  on  slender  mast 
Her  snowy  flag  of  truce  ;  to  Winter  cries 

'  Hold  !  'tis  enough.    Cease  thy  relentless  strife 

Upon  the  shrinking  Earth.'  Then  stirs  the  life 
In  Nature's  bosom,  where  it  dormant  lies, 

And  hidden  voices  murmur  '  Spring  at  last ! ' 

But  sweet  Spring  is  a  sluggard  ;  laughs  she  low 
And  turns  to  sleep  again.  The  crocus  gay 

Next  opens  wide  her  heart,  to  which  the  sun 

Steals  lovingly.    Yet  scarce  has  she  begun 
Her  short-lived  reign  of  glory,  Lo,  next  day, 

Grim  Winter  slays  her  with  one  cruel  blow. 


SPRING  NOTES  { 

Spring  dallies  still,  for  she  is  a  coquette 
And  must  be  long  a-wooing.    When  the  call 

Of  nesting  birds  floats  amorous  on  the  wind 

She  will  arise.    Then  Winter  slinks  behind 
Her  bounding  footsteps,  and  where'er  they  fall 

There  blooms  her  heart's  first  love,  the  violet. 


in 

The  winds  have  swept  the  hedgerows 
And  left  them  white  with  may, 

The  sun  has  kissed  the  meadows 
And  cast  his  gold  away. 

But  heaven's  blue  is  hidden 
Deep  in  the  woodland  glen, 

For  purest  joy  is  given 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men. 


IV 

One  Sunday  morn  I  heard  a  thrush's  song 
From  out  a  world  of  blossom.    He  had  sought 
A  pear  tree  all  a-bloom  ;  betwixt  the  boughs 
Peeped  little  heavens  of  blue,  a  Sabbath  sky 
Without  a  cloud,  one  mighty  arch  of  peace 
Spanning  a  world  new  wakened  to  the  Spring. 
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The  thrush  recked  not  of  Sabbaths  ;  every  day 
To  him  was  full  of  rapture.     Forth  he  poured 
His  stream  of  song,  which  thrilled  the  quiet  air 
Till  e'en  the  little  silences  between 
O'erladen  with  the  sweetness,  seemed  to  breathe 
A  full  heart's  greeting  to  its  hidden  mate. 

The  blossom  closed  him  round,  a  very  cloud 
Of  faintest  fragrance,  rising  white  and  fair 
Amid  the  wealth  of  varying  tints  around, 
Which,  with  their  fleeting  and  ethereal  grace 
Pierce  to  the  depths  of  being,  and  unseal 
The  sacred  tears  of  mingled  awe  and  praise. 

But  yestermorn  I  sought  the  spot  again. 

The  thrush  had  fled,  the  blossom  lay  around 

A  fallen  glory,  and  the  smiling  blue 

Had  drawn  a  veil  of  clouds  across  her  face. 

Comes  fruit  from  blossom  !     Sunshine  after  rain  ! 

Thy  song  is  dead,  sweet  thrush,  but  Love  lives  on. 


COWSLIP  TIME 

COME  wander  with  me  in  the  cowslip  fields, 

Where  the  pure  in  heart 

And  the  child  may  meet. 

How  the  sweet  stems  start 

From  beneath  our  feet, 
And  the  flower  to  the  winds  its  fragrance  yields 

To  greet  us  as  we  pass. 

Come  wander  with  me  where  the  cowslips  grow, 

Where  the  low  hills  lie 

In  the  distance  blue, 

And  the  shadows  fly, 

With  their  varying  hue, 
O'er  hedges  all  white  with  the  blackthorn's  snow, 

The  earliest  breath  of  Spring. 

Pale,  pale  the  green  sheath,  deep  amber  the  flower, 

And  the  stem  so  fair, 

How  strong,  how  slight ! 

Can  I  look  and  dare 

Not  to  read  aright 
The  evidence  sure  of  a  loving  Power 

Set  here  in  lowly  guise  ? 


COWSLIP  TIME 

Here  the  pure  in  heart  and  the  child  may  meet, 

Where  with  soaring  flight 

The  rapturous  lark 

Mounts  from  height  to  height, 

Just  a  speck  of  dark 
On  the  cloud,  on  the  blue  ;  still  clear,  still  sweet, 

Rings  his  echoing  song. 

Farewell  to  the  Spring  and  the  cowslip  field  ! 

They  will  come  again, 

With  their  old  deep  spell, 

Though  sorrow  and  pain 

May  hasten  the  knell 
Of  Life's  dearest  hopes,  yet  still  they  shall  yield 

Joy  to  the  pure  in  heart. 


TO  A  BLACKBIRD 

IN  an  old  garden  that  I  love 
Where  stands  a  stately  tree, 

A  blackbird,  from  his  perch  above, 
Makes  happy  melody. 

And  every  morn  his  joyous  lay 
Greets  first  my  waking  ear, 

Whilst  sweeter  still  at  close  of  day 
His  farewell  notes  appear. 

Tis  always  the  same  song  he  sings, 

He  never  seems  to  tire, 
And  to  that  topmost  bough  he  wings, 

The  height  of  his  desire. 

And  as  each  morn  and  eve  I  wait 

To  hear  his  tale  of  glee, 
'  Come  up,'  he  cries, '  to  Heaven's  gate 

And  you  will  sing  like  me.' 


TWO  PICTURES  IN  THE  ENGLISH  LAKES 


Once  only  have  I  stood 

On  thy  lone  shores,  wild  Wastwater.    One  noon 
When  gleaming  sun  and  shadow  lightly  chased 
O'er  the  huge  shoulders  of  thy  towering  crags, 
And  swiftly  rolling  clouds  now  veiled,  now  bared, 
Thy  blue  grey  summits,  or  upon  their  flanks 
Dissolved  like  wreathing  mists  before  the  dawn. 

Sheer  shelving  down,  the  Screes, 
Barren  and  naked,  rushed  to  the  embrace 
Of  thy  dark  waters,  brooding  in  whose  depths, 
Unfathomable,  their  awful  image  lay  ; 
Deep  piercing  through  the  bottomless  abyss 
Black  as  the  heavens  upon  a  starless  night, 
Cruel  and  cold  and  motionless  as  death. 

Beyond  rose  peak  on  peak 

Of  softer  verdure.    There  the  far-flung  robe 

Of  purple  heather,  clothed  the  granite  rock 
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With  regal  loveliness ;  there  the  mountain  sheep 
Wandered  at  will,  the  only  living  thing 
In  this  vast  solitude,  where  silence  lay 
Wrapped  like  a  mantle  round  the  feet  of  God. 

ii 

Hid  in  the  bosom  of  the  folding  hills 

Fair  Esthwaite  Water  dreams  the  summer  through, 

Like  to  a  dewdrop  in  the  rose's  cup 

Cradled  in  loveliness  ;  the  velvet  slopes 

Melt  to  their  image  mirrored  far  below, 

Unbroken  by  a  ripple,  save  perchance 

With  skimming  wings  and  faintly  echoing  cry, 

A  wild  duck  shoots  across,  and  leaves  behind 

A  streak  of  silver  in  the  shimmering  blue. 

Then  closes  round  the  silence,  and  the  lake 

Dreams  on,  like  Youth  upon  the  breast  of  Love. 


ST.  MARK'S,  VENICE 

I  STOOD  and  saw  a  dream,  embodied,  rise, 

I  saw  its  walls  of  pearl  shot  through  with  light 

Gleam  with  a  thousand  rainbow-tinted  hues. 

Like  some  fair  flower  which  opens  to  the  dews 
Of  dawn's  first  kiss,  a  vision  of  delight, 
It  slow  unfolded  to  my  dazzled  eyes. 

It  seemed  no  earthly  structure,  but  a  form 
Born  from  the  weavings  of  a  poet's  mind. 
Gazing,  I  feared  to  see  it  gently  fade 
Back  to  its  Fairyland  of  mystic  shade, 
Back  to  that  shore  where  dreamers  love  to  find 
Visions  of  fancy,  bred  in  wind  and  storm. 

If  dream  it  was,  caught  by  some  cunning  hand 
Tis  prisoned  now  in  marble  ;  see  its  crown 
Of  noble  domes,  and  pure  as  driven  snow 
Its  sculptured  traceries,  save  where  the  glow 
Of  rich  mosaic  burns ;  a  dream  chained  down 
To  feed  the  souls  of  men  from  every  land. 
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Who  enters  here  will  straightway  find  a  home. 
Pass  through  its  portals  with  a  beating  heart, 

And  the  dim  pavement  worn  by  countless  dead 

Of  bygone  ages,  reverently  tread  ! 
For  whereso'er  in  future  years  you  roam, 
The  memory  of  this  hour  will  ne'er  depart. 

A  tender  golden  haze  envelopes  all, 
No  gloom  is  here  ;  although  the  hand  of  Time 
Has  toned  to  lustrous  dimness  all  the  glow 
Of  jewelled  roof  and  archway.     Sweet  and  low 
As  on  the  ear  there  steals  a  distant  chime, 
So  on  the  eye,  the  chastened  colours  fall. 

Look  up  to  where,  majestic  overhead 
The  great  Christ  reigns.     See  here  the  richest  gem 
Of  all  this  treasure  ;  here,  the  fragrance  sweet 
Of  all  its  worship — lowly  at  His  feet 
The  nations  kneel  to  touch  His  garment's  hem, 
Pressing  the  footprints  of  the  mighty  dead. 


PORTLAND  ISLAND 

OFT  do  I  see  thee  in  my  waking  dreams 
Naked  and  treeless  'neath  the  cruel  glare 

Of  brilliant  sunshine,  whose  unpitying  beams, 
Seem  but  to  mock  thee,  Island  of  Despair. 

The  thick  white  dust  spreads  like  a  sickly  pall 
O'er  thy  scant  herbage,  and  the  weary  waste 

Of  winding  road  which  serpent-like  doth  crawl 
To  its  sad  goal  with  no  unseemly  haste. 

Oh  !  what  a  load  of  misery  and  crime 
Thou  bearest  on  thy  breast,  whilst  at  thy  feet 

The  smiling  sea,  unconsciously  sublime, 
Lies  like  a  babe,  rocked  in  a  slumber  sweet. 

Fain  would  I  see  it  lashing  with  its  foam 
Thine  iron  sides,  or  breaking  with  its  roar 

The  deep  dread  silence  of  this  outcasts'  home 
Whence  peace  and  hope  seem  banished  evermore. 
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Trackless  and  arid  as  the  ridge  of  stone 
Which  stretches  far  below,  the  convict's  life 

Looms  in  the  future  ;  bitterly  alone 
He  treads  it,  and  God  sees  the  inward  strife. 

Sees  with  His  pitying  eyes  that  weight  of  woe 
Which  no  mere  human  love  has  power  to  share. 

Helpless  we  turn  away,  yet  e'er  we  go 
Leave  we  one  tear,  sad  Island  of  Despair  ! 


FOUNTAIN'S  ABBEY 

THROUGH  a  green  solitude  where  sweeping  trees 
And  velvet  sward  melt  in  a  soft  embrace, 
A  river  slowly  winds  its  silvery  way, 
And  on  its  banks  a  ruin  grey  with  age 
Casts  deep  into  the  placid  water's  breast 
The  fair  reflection  of  its  stateliness. 

The  winds  of  Heaven  sigh  through  the  roofless  aisles 
Where  still  in  solemn  lines  the  pillars  stand, 
Gaunt  sentinels,  watching  the  slow  decay 
Of  slender  shaft  and  sculptured  capital, 
Of  arches  once  enriched  by  Norman  scroll, 
The  clinging  ivy,  now,  sole  ornament. 

The  great  east  window,  where  the  noontide  sun 
Once  smote  to  flashing  light  the  jewelled  pane, 
Now  frames  the  azure  of  a  stainless  sky  ; 
The  rugged  tower,  bulwark  of  centuries, 
Shows  gaping  rents  upon  its  battlements 
Where  Time  has  won  his  silent  victories. 
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Nine  altars  stood  where  now  the  stately  Choir 
Shelters  but  humble  weeds  ;  here,  amber  pale, 
The  fragile  poppy  droops  where  prayers  once  rose 
Like  fragrant  incense  to  the  throne  of  God  ; 
And  emerald  moss  broiders  the  quiet  walls 
Which  once  vibrated  to  the  hymn  of  praise. 

The  Cloisters,  hollow  sounding  to  the  tread, 
Re-echo  with  the  footsteps  of  the  past. 
Their  shadowy  vaulted  chambers  whisper  still 
Of  long-hushed  voices  ;  from  each  dim  recess 
A  monkish  form,  with  rosary  and  book, 
Glides  forth  to  pace  anew  the  time-worn  stones. 

When  Night,  with  reverent  touch  draws  o'er  the 

scene 

Her  veil  of  mystery,  shyly  the  stars 
Peep  through  the  empty  arches,  and  perchance 
A  nightingale,  seeking  their  mournful  shade, 
Pours  forth  with  thrilling  note  a  requiem 
When  none  is  by  to  hear,  and  hearing,  weep. 


BUBBLES 

LITTLE  Elsie  sits  alone 

Blowing  bubbles. 
On  the  doorstep  in  the  sun, 
Curly-headed,  full  of  fun, 

Free  from  troubles. 

What  a  wondrous  colony 

She  has  raised ! 
As  she  sees  the  bubbles  fly 
Upwards,  upwards,  towards  the  sky, 

She  's  amazed ! 

Each  one  fairer  than  the  last, 

Full  of  light. 

But,  alas  !  they  melt  so  fast, 
Hardly  are  they  born,  they  Ve  passed 

Out  of  sight. 

Little  Elsie  opens  wide 

Wondering  eyes. 

Where,  then,  do  the  bubbles  hide  ? 
Oft  to  catch  them  she  has  tried 

As  they  rise. 
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Who  like  Elsie  has  not  blown 

Bubbles  gay  ? 

Watched  them  as  they  Ve  grown  and  grown 
Larger,  brighter,  scarcely  flown, 

Melt  away ! 

Eager  hopes  that  came  to  nought 

Turned  to  air, 

Joys  that  lived  but  in  our  thought, 
Pleasures  all  too  dearly  bought, 

Bubbles  fair ! 

All  too  soon  they  melt,  and  we 

Wake  to  find, 
Life  one's  great  reality, 
And  our  foolish  dreams  must  be 

Left  behind. 

Blow  your  bubbles,  little  one, 

While  you  may. 

For  too  soon  the  time  will  come 
When  you  too  must  say  '  'Tis  done, 

Put  away.' 


THE  CHILDREN'S  HOUR 

WHO  does  not  love  the  children's  hour, 
Just  when  the  dusk  draws  near, 

Just  when  the  fitful  shadows  fall 

Weird  shapes  upon  the  nursery  wall, 
To  fill  small  hearts  with  fear  ? 

To  me  the  sweetest  time  of  all, 
The  hour  to  me  most  dear. 

Then  do  I  hear  the  little  feet 
Come  pattering  down  the  stair. 

On  they  come  with  a  merry  rush, 

Never  a  voice  is  raised  to  hush, 
The  vision  is  so  fair  j 

The  happy  faces  one  sweet  flush 
Amid  their  streaming  hair. 

Helter,  skelter,  they  clamber  round, 

'  Now  for  a  tale,'  they  cry. 
'  Tell  us  a  tale  of  fairyland  1  ' 
Shouts  the  rollicking,  laughing  band. 
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'  I  know  no  tale,'  say  I, 
'  And  '  (for  this  I  have  shrewdly  planned) 
'  Really  I  feel  too  shy.' 

Tis  but  a  lame  excuse  I  know, 

They  will  have  none  of  it, 
But  with  expectant  eager  eyes 
(Experience  has  made  them  wise) 

Around  me  silent  sit. 
Knowing  in  them  the  power  lies 

To  rouse  my  mother-wit. 

And  so  the  tale  at  last  is  told, 

Mid  such  a  happy  ring 
Of  little  heads  so  closely  pressed 
So  near  my  own,  so  fearful  lest 

They  miss  some  trifling  thing. 
And  one  (I  think  I  love  him  best) 

About  my  neck  does  cling. 

He  is  the  sauciest,  gayest  mite 

This  little  man  of  three, 
And  like  the  sun  in  azure  skies 
The  laughter  in  his  bonny  eyes 

For  ever  peeps  at  me. 
I  wonder  if  he  ever  tries 

To  really  serious  be  ? 
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I  wonder,  little  curly-head, 

Now  nestling  on  my  breast, 
Will  you  have  courage  when  the  years 
Have  brought  their  anxious  doubts  and  fears, 

To  humbly  seek  the  best, 
The  noblest  path,  which  e'en  through  tears 

Leads  to  eternal  rest. 

Dear  children,  when  for  you  at  last 

Life's  fairy-tale  is  o'er, 
Oh  !  pray  that  you  may  never  part 
From  God's  own  gift,  the  childlike  heart, 

But  keep  it  evermore 
To  be  your  anchor,  e'er  you  start 

From  Childhood's  peaceful  shore. 


OUTLINES 

TEARDROPS  and  laughter, 

Frolic  and  play, 
Wants  looking  after 

All  the  long  day. 
Loving  and  daring, 

Gentle,  yet  wild, 
Careless,  yet  caring — 

That 's  just  a  Child  ! 

Frank,  yet  concealing, 

Forward,  yet  shy, 
Demurely  stealing 

Hearts  on  the  sly. 
Cruel,  yet  tender, 

Giddy,  yet  staid, 
May  Heaven  defend  her— 

That 's  just  a  Maid  ! 

Quietly  working, 

Doing  her  part, 
Love  silent  lurking 

Deep  in  her  heart. 


22  OUTLINES 

Strong  and  enduring, 
Peaceful  midst  strife, 

Ever  alluring — 
That 's  just  a  Wife. 

Very  pigheaded 

(Though  can  be  coaxed, 
And  when  once  wedded 

Easily  hoaxed.) 
Getting  his  own  way 

When'er  he  can, 
Truly  you  must  say — 

That 's  just  a  Man  ! 


AN  OLD  MAID 

I  SEE  her  now,  those  quiet  eyes 
Look  back  upon  me  through  the  years, 

Those  quiet  eyes,  that  gentle  face, 
I  see  them  through  a  mist  of  tears. 

I  see  her  figure,  upright,  trim, 
Clad  in  a  robe  of  dainty  grey, 

Sombre  in  hue,  a  trifle  sad, 
Like  mist  upon  an  autumn  day. 

Her  simple  bonnet  frames  her  face 
With  spotless  folds  of  virgin  white, 

Her  hair,  like  satin,  smoothly  pressed, 
Is  coyly  hidden  out  of  sight. 

Her  open  brow,  so  clear  and  calm, 
Bespeaks  a  nature  free  from  guile  » 

Her  lips,  though  often  gravely  set, 
Belie  her  eyes  which  seem  to  smile. 
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Sedately  does  she  tread  the  street, 
Her  movements  have  a  modest  grace 

Which  tells  that  she  is  gently  born, 
Before  one  reads  it  in  her  face. 


I  never  heard  her  once  repine 
Or  murmur  at  her  lonely  life, 

And  yet  I  know  there  was  a  time 
When  she  had  thought  to  be  a  wife. 


That  sacred  name  was  not  for  her, 
And  not  for  her  the  soft  embrace 

Of  little  arms.     I  oft  could  weep 
To  see  the  hunger  in  her  face  ! 


They  say  old  maids  grow  sour,  ah  !  well, 
Her  heart  was  sweet,  aye  to  the  core, 

And  like  some  slowly  ripening  fruit 
It  only  mellowed  more  and  more. 


I  loved  her,  how  I  loved  her  !  Some 
Would  laugh  and  call  her  prim  and  queer  j 

To  me  her  quaint  old-fashioned  ways 
Seemed  but  to  make  her  doubly  dear. 
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She  never  spoke  a  bitter  word, 

And  if  I  felt  my  anger  rise 
It  died  ashamed  before  the  look 

Of  tender  sorrow  in  her  eyes. 

And  when  in  hot  youth's  eager  moods 
I  poured  my  secrets  in  her  ear, 

For  all  my  joys  she  had  a  smile, 
For  every  little  grief  a  tear. 

The  strength  and  sweetness  of  her  life 
Have  left  a  lasting  mark  on  mine  j 

I  marvelled  then,  but  now  I  know 
She  found  them  in  a  Source  Divine. 

And  though  those  quiet  smiling  eyes 
Have  closed  on  me  for  many  years, 

I  see  them  still,  that  gentle  face 
I  see  it  through  a  mist  of  tears. 


THE  BLIND  GIRL 

'Tis  eight  long  years  since  darkness  on  these  eyes 
Descended  like  a  cloud,  eternal  night  I 

For  them  no  sun  can  set,  no  sun  arise, 
Till  death  bring  dawning  of  another  Light. 

To-day  I  hear  low  murmers  in  the  wind 
Which  tell  me  of  the  Spring.  It  seems  to  speak 

More  clearly  to  me  now  that  I  am  blind, 
More  lingering  is  its  touch  upon  my  cheek. 

It  whispers  of  the  woods  where  hidden  dells 
Are  all  a-smile  with  flowers  ;  where  violets  strew 

Untrodden  banks,  and  myriad  hyacinth  bells 
Light  up  the  glades  with  shimmering  heavens  of 
blue. 

It  tells  of  meadows  where  the  daisies  lie 
On  sunny  slopes  like  wreaths  of  drifted  snow, 

Of  trees  which,  lace-like,  spread  against  the  sky 
E'er  yet  the  budding  green  begins  to  show. 
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With  songs  of  nesting  birds  it  fills  the  air. 

What  depths  of  cloudless  glory  overhead 
Have  set  that  lark  a-singing  !    Everywhere 

New  joy,  new  life,  and  only  sight  is  dead. 

But  that  same  Hand  which  gently  closed  mine  eyes 
The  windows  of  my  soul  has  opened  wide 

To  things  unseen.  So  when  earth's  daylight  dies 
For  me  shall  be  the  Light  at  eventide. 


MY  ROBIN 

NOT  long  ago,  one  quiet  summer's  eve, 
There  came  to  me,  unbidden,  a  little  guest, 
'Twas  in  a  garden,  I  sat  deep  in  thought. 
The  solitude  and  stillness  seemed  to  weave 
A  garland  of  sweet  flowers  within  my  breast, 
The  fading  memories  the  years  had  brought. 

And  sudden  as  I  lifted  dreamy  eyes 
Unthinking,  on  the  beauty  of  the  night, 
Lo,  at  my  feet,  a  tiny  robin  stood 
Observing  me  with  quaint  and  sharp  surprise, 
Just  lightly  poised,  all  ready  for  a  flight, 
And  yet  with  eye  alert  for  chance  of  food. 

Softly  I  stretched  my  hand  to  where  there  lay 

Some  crumbs  of  bread  upon  a  table  near, 

And  reached  them  forth  with  bated  breath  held  fast. 

He  watched  me  keenly,  hopped  a  little  way 

As  one  who  doubts,  yet  longs ;  then,  conquering 

fear, 
With  one  last  wary  glance,  discreetly  cast, 
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And  sudden  whirr  of  wings,  he  lightly  rose 
And  perched  upon  my  knee.     It  was  too  low 
To  reach  the  outstretched  hand,  so  yet  again 
He  dared  and  ventured  farther.    Only  those 
Who  once  have  felt  the  velvet  touch,  can  know 
The  joy  that  thrilled  me  sharply  like  a  pain. 

Now  he  stood  proudly  on  my  palm,  a  King  ! 
His  feast  spread  out  before  him.    As  he  pecked 
With  dainty  greed,  I  noted  the  round  grace, 
Sweet  ball  of  fluff  from  bill  to  curving  wing 
And  pert  tip-tilted  tail,  and  breast  just  flecked 
With  crimson  stains  upon  the  down.    No  trace 

Of  fear  or  wavering  dimmed  his  merry  eye 
Which  seemed  to  say  :  '  I  trust  you,  for  I  know, 
Though  you  are  big,  you  have  a  heart  so  weak 
You  dare  not  move  for  fear  that  I  shall  fly  ? 
And  so  I  '11  stay  and  take  my  fill  to  show 
That  I,  for  one,  am  not  a  thing  so  meek.' 

Content  at  last,  he  gave  a  chirp  and  flew 
To  where  a  low  bough  stretched  above  my  head, 
And  plumed  himself,  and  sang  his  little  grace. 
So  he  became  my  friend.    Full  well  he  knew 
That  I  was  his  ;  and  now  his  daily  bread 
He  seeks  and  finds  in  this  our  trysting  place. 
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Strange  elfin  bird,  what  made  thee  turn  to  me 
Who  with  this  hand  could  crush  thy  tiny  frame 
To  nothingness  ?    What  made  thee  come  that 

night 

And  roost  in  my  sad  heart  ?     If  thou  should'st  flee 
Ungrateful,  I  would  love  thee  still  the  same 
For  that  sweet  trust  which  gave  me  such  delight. 


A  YORKSHIRE  MILL  GIRL 

You  say  she  has  a  rugged  face  ?     Perhaps. 
Too  hard,  scarce  feminine  enough  ?     Ah,  well, 
Hers  is  a  nigged  life.     Look  at  those  hills, 
A  lurid  darkening  smoke  for  aye  enwraps 
Their  barren  sides,  and  may  be  (who  can  tell !) 
Such  cheerless  gloom  for  aye  her  spirit  fills. 

God  made  this  place  a  garden.     Man  has  toiled 

And  turned  it  to  a  wilderness.     I  know 

These  quarries  are  a  miracle  of  skill 

And  struggling  labour.    Nature  has  not  foiled 

A  single  effort.    Every  sturdy  blow 

Leaves  here  the  impress  of  a  human  will. 

Dost  see  those  many  mouths,  all  belching  smoke  ? 
They  are  the  Mills.    Tis  here  she  spends  her  days 
From  early  morn  to  evening's  closing  light. 
Light,  did  I  say !    Alas,  the  sun  scarce  broke 
Each  dawn's  fair  cloud,  ere  quick  the  stifling  haze 
Descended  like  a  dim  eternal  night. 
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It  is  an  earnest  face.    Her  shawl,  close  drawn 
O'er  head  and  shoulders,  frames  it  like  a  hood 
And  shapes  her  upright  figure.     Stalwart,  tall, 
She  walks  with  swinging  stride.    No  timid  fawn 
My  Mill  girl.     Still,  I  '11  wager  she  is  good 
By  that  pure  honest  glance  she  turns  on  all. 

Yet  o'er  her  stern  young  life  I  fain  would  throw 
One  softening  gleam  of  beauty.     Bid  her  gaze 
On  Heaven's  blue  arch  all  glorious,  undefiled ; 
On  Earth,  asmile  with  flowers,  trees  that  grow 
To  all  their  bowery  fulness.     By  sweet  ways 
I  'd  lead  her  on  to  know  she  is  God's  child. 

What  hidden  tragedy  within  her  eyes 

Makes  silent  protest !    Death  will  draw,  some  day, 

His  curtain  o'er  them.    Will  she  wake  at  last 

To  welcome  with  a  new  and  glad  surprise 

That  other  Life,  that  great  eternal  Day 

Which  fears  no  future,  and  which  mourns  no  past. 


PILATE'S  WIFE 

A  FRAGMENT 

UPON  her  couch,  wrapped  in  a  fevered  sleep, 
Lay  Pilate's  wife.     In  wild  confusion  tossed 
By  restless  movements  of  her  weary  limbs, 
Rich  draperies  were  scattered  all  around, 
Whilst  from  her  parted  lips  dark  mutterings 
Revealed  the  inner  torture  of  her  brain. 
Till  with  a  quivering  moan  she  started  up 
And  suddenly  awoke.    The  flickering  light 
From  some  pale  lamp,  fell  on  her  haggard  face 
Now  damp  with  terror.    With  distended  eyes 
She  wildly  pierced  the  gloom  as  though  she  feared 
To  meet  the  living  phantom  of  her  dream, 
And  clutched  with  trembling  fingers  at  her  throat 
To  choke  the  unborn  cry  which  struggled  there. 

But  as  the  soothing  stillness  of  the  dawn 
Stole  o'er  her  quickened  senses  like  a  balm, 
She  shook  aside  her  heavy  clust'ring  hair, 
And  with  a  trembling  long-drawn  sigh  arose, 
c 
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Girding  her  robe  about  her.    Then  with  haste 
She  opened  wide  the  casement  to  the  breeze, 
And  felt  its  soft  caresses  woo  her  back 
To  pride  of  life  and  joyousness  again. 

Yet  still  the  vision  stayed.    Awestruck  she  gazed 
Once  more  upon  that  wondrous  gentle  face, 
Those  Eyes  so  deep  with  pity,  deep  with  love, 
That  tender  Brow,  Whose  purity  outshone 
The  golden  crown  she  oft  had  proudly  borne, 
Whilst  on  the  Lips  a  smile,  so  strange,  so  sweet, 
Struck  deep  into  her  heart  and  burst  its  bonds, 
Till  falling  on  her  knees  she  bowed  her  head 
And  worshipped,  all  unknowing. 

In  the  morn, 

As  Pilate  sate  upon  the  judgment  seat, 
One  brought  this  message :  '  Have  thou  nought 

to  do 

With  that  just  Man.    Behold,  because  of  Him 
Much  have  I  suffered  in  a  dream  this  day.' 


A  HOLY  LIFE 

A  PERFECT  arch,  it  rests 
On  two  majestic  pillars,  Faith  and  Truth, 
Of  solid  stone,  rough-hewn  from  that  strange  pit 

Men  call  experience. 

The  capitals,  adorned  with  many  a  grace, 
The  whole,  aspiring  with  unerring  curve 

To  where  the  apex  points 
Straight  upwards,  held  by  the  great  keystone,Love. 


A  liquid  stream,  it  runs 
Unstained  from  source  to  mouth ;  o'er  thirsty 

lands 
It  spreads  its  sweet  refreshment ;  on  its  banks 

The  flowers  spring  beauteous. 
Kind  thoughts,  kind  words,  the  sacrifice  of  self, 
All  tender  things  do  grow.     So  on  it  flows 

To  its  great  goal,  the  Sea, 
Which  men  do  blindly  name,  Eternity. 
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A  patient  star  it  shines 
Through  Earth's  dark  places  ;  when  the  sun  goes 

down 
On  other  lives,  it  lifts  its  little  light 

Unfailing.    O'er  the  night 
Of  black  despair  it  sheds  a  hopeful  beam. 
Sin  hides  in  shame  before  its  purity. 

Serene,  alone,  it  shines, 
Till  lost  in  the  great  light  of  endless  Day. 


A  PINE  FOREST  IN  SPRING 

HAVE  you  e'er  wandered  in  the  solemn  aisles 
Of  one  of  Earth's  cathedrals  ?     Where  for  miles 
The  stately  slender  pines  with  towering  height 
O'ertopped  your  littleness,  as  eagle's  flight 
O'ertops  the  sparrow's  !     If  not,  come  and  see 
This  temple,  where  no  difference  of  degree, 
No  narrowness  of  sect  are  e'er  defined, 
The  preacher,  God,  the  worshippers,  Mankind. 


Soft !    As  we  enter  on  this  sacred  ground 
Where  day  and  night  have  kept  their  ceaseless 

round 

Through  many  centuries,  a  sudden  hush 
Steals  o'er  us.     Far  below  us  lies  the  rush 
Of  human  passion.     Sweet  upon  the  breeze 
Rises  the  incense  from  the  fragrant  trees, 
And  'neath  our  feet  a  velvet  carpet  spread 
Muffles  the  echo  of  our  reverent  tread. 
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How  dark  against  the  blue  each  sombre  crest 
Towers  regally.    And  yet  there  's  many  a  nest 
Hid  snugly  there,  safe  sheltered  from  the  gale 
Which  strains  the  stalwart  trunk.    How  many  a  sail 
Upon  our  seas,  secured  to  such  a  mast, 
Through  wind  and  storm  emerges  safe  at  last. 
So  Nature  loves  her  secret  strength  to  store 
Through  every  sturdy  fibre  to  the  core. 

See  all  around,  far  as  the  eye  can  reach 
The  lovely  vistas  stretch.    The  fairy  beech, 
Spreading  her  fresh  young  green  like  filmy  lace 
Lights  up  the  sterner  pines  with  tender  grace. 
The  slender  birch,  that  dainty  forest  queen 
Droops  on  her  silver  stem,  and  emerald  green 
Gleams  forth  the  jewelled  moss  in  some  fair  glade 
Where  trickling  streams  a  wand'ring  bed  have 
made. 

But  has  this  beauteous  solitude  no  voice, 
Wherewith  to  bid  its  inmost  heart  rejoice  ? 
In  God's  Cathedral  does  no  choir  upraise, 
At  morn  and  eve,  their  hymn  of  living  praise  ? 
Hark,  as  we  speak  the  very  heaven  resounds 
With  thrilling  voices  ;  now  with  leaps  and  bounds 
The  chorus  upward  swells,  so  full,  so  sweet, 
Was  ever  human  offering  more  complete  1 
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O  wondrous  music  !    Yet  more  wondrous  far 
The  spacious  silence,  as  the  evening  star 
Mounts  slowly  upwards.    Little  throats  grow  still, 
And  e'en  the  nightingale,  with  one  last  trill 
Of  weary  rapture,  seeks  her  tardy  rest. 
Rest  thou,  my  Soul ;  thy  solitude  thrice  blest 
By  that  great  Presence,  which  now  speaks  to  thee 
In  silence  sweeter  than  all  melody. 


THE  UNBIDDEN  GUEST 

I  SEE  an  Angel  form  that  walks  the  Earth, 
A  figure  veiled  and  sad.    To  every  home 

Humble  or  great  she  enters,  and  none  dares 
To   bar  her  passage.     Youth   and   bright-eyed 

Mirth 
Shrink  into  silence  when  they  hear  her  come, 

And  none  can  look  into  the  face  she  bares. 

To  me  she  came,  and  when  I  saw  her  eyes 
I  hid  mine  own.     '  Fear  not,'  she  said, '  For  I 

Am  Sorrow,  and  I  bear  two  gifts  divine, 
Knowledge  and  Love,  which  thou  wilt  learn  to 

prize 

As  peerless  gems  no  earthly  wealth  can  buy. 
Take  courage,  wear  them,  henceforth  they  are 
thine.' 


A  LULLABY 

NIGHT,  Night  fold  me  round 

With  your  great  dark  wings, 
Close  mine  ears  to  every  sound 
In  the  stillness  so  profound 
That  your  advent  brings. 

Sleep,  Sleep,  angel  bright, 

Messenger  of  rest, 
When  I  hear  thy  footsteps  light 
Every  anxious  thought  takes  flight 

From  my  weary  breast. 

Dreams,  Dreams,  whisp'ring  low, 

Soft  as  summer  wind, 
As  your  visions  come  and  go 
Leave  no  lingering  sigh  of  woe 

Echoing  behind. 

Dawn,  Dawn,  touch  the  skies 

With  thy  finger  tips, 
Raise  the  curtains  from  mine  eyes, 
Bid  me  joyfully  arise, 

Prayer  upon  my  lips. 


NIGHT 

Ax  night  when  all  is  still  I  love  to  lie 
And  feel  the  darkness  like  a  living  thing 
Slowly  descend,  and  with  far-spreading  wing 
Blot  out  the  world,  the  world  that  cannot  die. 
God  made  the  Light,  aye,  and  the  Darkness  too, 
Sweet  time  to   dream   in,   else    there    were    no 

dreams. 
The  thrush   sings   loudest   in   the   sun's  bright 

beams, 
The  nightingale  awaits  the  night  to  woo. 


It  is  the  Thinker's  hour,  keenly  his  brain 
Searches  the  silence.     Nature  is  at  rest. 
But  he,  her  child,  toils  with  an  eager  zest 
Which  knows  no  weariness,  and  spares  no  pain. 
It  is  the  Mourner's  peace,  she  dares  unseal 
The  secret  fount  of  tears,  which  all  the  day 
Heavy  upon  her  aching  eyelids  lay, 
To  fall  at  last,  all  powerful  to  heal. 
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For  every  soul,  a  holy  sanctuary, 

And  for  the  smiling  babe  a  land  of  flowers 

Where  with  a  noiseless  footstep  through  the  hours 

The  Angel  Sleep  glides  dim  and  shadowy. 

How  gently  ends  the  night,  when  dawn  has  kissed 

With  rosy  light  the  wakening  eastern  sky ; 

How  tenderly  begins,  when  shadows  die 

And  tired  Earth  dissolves  in  twilight  mist. 


VOICES 

OH  !  the  voices  of  the  Wind  ! 
Hearken,  and  you  '11  surely  find 
Every  tone  of  human  woe 
Rising,  swelling,  sinking  low. 
Oh  !  the  voices  of  the  Sea  ! 
As  the  surges  rush  and  flee 
On  some  iron  rock-bound  shore 
Hear  the  prisoned  thunder  roar  ! 

Oh  !  the  voices  of  the  past ! 
Of  the  years  that  speed  so  fast 
When  sweet  Youth  unthinking  plays 
With  the  merry-hearted  days. 
Oh  !  the  voices  of  the  Dead  ! 
Sadly  as  each  hour  we  tread 
Paths  of  duty,  paths  of  tears, 
How  they  echo  in  our  ears  ! 

Oh  !  the  voices  of  the  Night ! 
When  the  spirit  wings  its  flight 


VOICES  45 

Through  a  world  of  boundless  thought 
Which  the  restless  brain  has  wrought. 
Oh  !  the  voices  of  the  Soul ! 
Which  in  solemn  cadence  roll, 
Only  heard  when  God  is  nigh, 
With  no  utterance  but  a  sigh. 


MIST 

Now  tender  Autumn  draws  her  silvery  veil 
Which,  all  pervading,  like  the  eye  of  Love 
Melts  all  to  beauty.    Heavy  lies  the  grass, 
Bathed  in  a  sheet  of  shimmering  dewy  light 
Beneath  the  shadowy  masses  of  the  trees 
Quiescent,  waiting  for  the  tardy  day. 

Youth  loves  bold  outlines  clear  cut  and  denned. 
Age  lingers  long  on  blurred  sweet  images, 
Toned  by  the  softening  vistas  of  the  years 
To  grace  and  sadness.    For  the  ear  attuned 
To  distant  echoes  loves  that  music  best 
Which  trembles  on  the  strings  of  memory. 

Thus  Spring  and  Youth  are  kin.     But  Autumn 

spreads 

Her  golden  carpet  for  the  failing  foot, 
And  in  her  pure  wide  silence  deep  engulfs 
The  jar  and  fret  of  Life.     So  in  a  mist 
Of  tender  thoughts,  she  bids  each  spirit  pass 
Through  its  last  hours,  at  peace  with  God  and 

Man. 


SNOW 

HARK  !  not  a  footfall 

Sounds  upon  its  whiteness, 
Shroud-like  over  all 

With  an  airy  lightness 

Steals  the  silent  snow. 
Like  a  muted  string 

Held  almost  to  dumbness, 
Like  a  hunted  thing 

Stupefied  to  numbness 
By  a  cruel  blow, 

Wrapped  as  in  a  trance, 

So  the  earth  lies  dreaming, 
Whilst  the  stately  dance 

Of  the  snowflakes  gleaming 

White  against  the  sky, 
Keeps  its  changeless  round. 

Never  weary  growing, 
Music  without  sound 

Through  the  stillness  flowing, 
So  the  snowflakes  fly. 
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Airy  nothings  they, 

Lighter  than  a  feather  ; 
Yet  who  dares  to  say, 

As  they  pile  together, 

As  they  spread  abroad, 
What  they  will  not  hide  ? 

What  they  will  not  cover  ? 
Where  they  will  abide 

E'er  the  day  is  over, 
Heaping  hoard  on  hoard  ? 

Phantom-like  the  trees, 

Where  no  breath  is  stirring, 
Lift  with  stately  ease 

(Light  their  burden  bearing) 

Heavy  snow-crowned  crests. 
Mindful  of  the  spring 

That  is  fast  approaching, 
When  the  birds  will  sing, 

'  Let 's  be  off  a-poaching, 
Ready  for  our  nests  ! ' 

Still  the  lowering  sky 
Cloud  on  cloud  unfurling, 

From  the  depths  on  high 
Sends  the  snowflakes  whirling. 
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O'er  the  fields  they  spread, 
O'er  the  empty  street, 
Desolation  leaving. 
Tis  a  winding  sheet 
They  are  busy  weaving 
For  the  mighty  Dead  ! 


A  WIND  SONG 

HIST  !  hist !  abroad  to-night 
I  hear  the  wild  Wind  Sprite. 

Hark  to  that  swelling  tone 

Now  rising  to  a  groan, 

Now  dying  to  a  moan, 
It  is  the  wild  Wind  Sprite  ! 

Shriek  !  shriek !  thy  frenzied  cry 
Is  rending  earth  and  sky, 
Urged  by  thy  cruel  blast 
The  clouds  are  flying  fast, 
And  the  pale  moon  at  last 
Gleams  weirdly  from  on  high. 

Toss  !  toss  !  the  whirling  trees 
And  lash  the  rolling  seas, 
Until  each  foaming  crest 
Rocks  in  a  great  unrest. 
So  dost  thou  love  to  jest 
Grim  Spirit  of  the  breeze  ! 


A  WIND  SONG 

Wail !  wail !  now  drawing  nigh 
With  long-drawn  shuddering  sigh, 
Like  to  a  soul  in  pain 
Mindful  of  some  deep  stain, 
Ne'er  to  be  pure  again, 
Weeping,  thou  stealest  by. 

Whistle  !  thou  merry  Sprite ! 

None  can  dispute  thy  might. 
Wander,  alone,  at  will 
Far  over  dale  and  hill, 
Whistle  !  and  take  thy  fill, 

For  thou  art  King  to-night ! 


LILIES 

I  HAD  a  dream  of  lilies  in  the  dusk 
On  a  still  night  in  June.     Far  in  the  west 
The  sunset  slowly  died  in  fleeting  clouds 
Of  rose  and  azure,  amethyst  and  gold, 
Whilst  the  slight  crescent  of  the  virgin  moon 
Climbed  upward,  amber  pale  against  the  blue. 

Tree,  bush  and  plant,  before  the  gath'ring  gloom, 
Melted  to  shadows ;  but  like  shafts  of  light 
Rose  the  tall  lilies  ;  every  regal  spire 
And  crown  of  bloom,  touched  by  the  witching 

hour 

With  an  unearthly  beauty,  like  pure  thoughts 
Gleaming  athwart  the  darkness  of  a  soul. 

No  voice  of  bird,  no  sigh  of  wandering  breeze, 
Stirred  in  the  silence  ;  motionless  they  hung, 
Dim  visions  in  a  dimmer  world  of  dreams. 
Whilst  on  the  heavy  air  their  fragrance  rose, 
Sweet  incense  in  the  temple  of  the  night 
Where  God  walks  midst  the  lilies,  all  unseen. 


SONNET  TO  THE  EAST  WIND 

How  shall  my  Muse,  starved  by  thy  cruel  breath, 
Waken  again  to  song  her  frozen  lyre, 
Or  kindle  e'en  one  spark  of  sacred  fire 
Where  thou  hast  brought  the  iciness  of  death  ? 
Thou  scourger  of  the  shivering  cow'ring  Earth, 
Most  pitiless  East  Wind  !     Ironbound  by  thee, 
The  budding  life,  which  hastened  to  its  birth, 
Lies  prisoned  now  in  field  and  hedge  and  tree. 
As  tender  souls  shrink  inwards  'neath  the  sting 
Of  blasting  tongues,  so  doth  the  crocus  fold 
Protecting  petals  round  her  heart  of  gold, 
Feeling  thy  grip  upon  the  throat  of  Spring. 
Sweet  Spring,  who  waits  till  thou  release  thy  hold, 
To  bid  the  blossoming  woodlands  wake  and  sing. 


A  NIGHT  IN  JUNE 

O  NIGHT  of  June,  sweet  night  that  steals 
My  soul  away  on  winged  thought, 
How  tenderly  thy  paling  light 
The  moon's  fair  sickle  slow  reveals, 
There  where  the  sun  so  lately  wrought 
A  maze  of  glory  and  delight. 

E'en  now  the  wistful  lingering  Day 
Shows  faintly  luminous  ;  Night  fears 
To  tread  upon  her  steps,  and  waits 
With  lifted  mantle.     Far  away 
A  lonely  star  serene  appears, 
Bright  sentinel  at  Heaven's  gates. 

Enfolded  in  thy  mute  embrace 

The  Earth  lies  slumbrous.    Whence  the  spell 

Which  holds  her  thus,  entranced,  sublime  ? 

And  whence  the  strange  ethereal  grace 

Which,  like  a  veil,  so  sudden  fell, 

No  human  eye  could  note  the  time  ? 
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How  many  twilights  yearly  creep 
O'er  this  old  garden  where  I  sit 
Now  musing.    Yet  it  seems  to-night 
A  fairyland,  where  elves  might  peep 
From  shelt'ring  flowers,  or  gaily  flit 
Across  the  slanting  moonbeams'  light. 

How  noiselessly  the  swallows  skim 

With  lightning  wings  !    E'en  so  my  dreams 

In  widening  circles  ever  fly, 

Lost  in  a  world  of  shadows  dim, 

Where  memories,  like  bubbling  streams, 

Well  up  to  whisper,  weep,  and  die. 

O  Mystery,  that  close  entwined, 
Beauty  and  pain  stand  heart  to  heart ! 
That  purest  joy  stabs  to  the  deep 
Where  tears  do  hide  !    Sweet,  yet  unkind, 
O  night  of  June,  so  will  we  part, 
Uncertain  if  we  smile  or  weep. 


ONLY 

ONLY  a  word, 
But  it  broke  a  heart ! 

Only  a  smile, 
But  it  dried  a  tear ! 

Only  a  mite, 
But  she  held  it  dear ! 

Only  '  Farewell,' 
But  we  two  must  part ! 

Only  to  live, 
But  mortal  the  strife ! 

Only  to  run, 
But  with  failing  breath  1 

Only  to  sleep, 
But  the  sleep  is  Death ! 

Only  to  wake, 
But  the  dawn  is  Life ! 


A  SONG 

A  BALL  of  red 

In  a  winter's  sky, 
A  path  of  red 

O'er  a  dim  grey  sea, 
And  far  above 

Where  the  seagulls  fly, 
And  far  beneath 

Where  the  wet  sands  lie, 
A  weird  thin  mist  like  a  winding  sheet, 
Soft  shrouding  the  white-sailed  fishing  fleet 
Which  ghostlike  glides  on  a  lifeless  sea. 
Alas  !  how  the  scene  comes  back  to  me 
With  a  thrill  of  joy, 

A  pang  of  pain, 
For  the  days  that  ne'er 

Return  again. 
Like  that  rosy  path 

On  the  dim  grey  sea, 
They  are  lost  and  gone 

For  eternity. 

And  only  the  mist  of  fading  years 
Remains  like  the  dew  of  unshed  tears. 


A  DREAM  OF  SIN 

ONE  in  the  gloaming,  watches,  alone  ; 
Where  the  winds  croon 

Through  the  dark  pines, 
And  the  pale  moon 

Fitfully  shines, 
One  in  the  gloaming,  watches,  alone. 

Dark  is  the  shadow  over  her  soul. 
Dark  as  the  gloom 

Stealing  o'erhead. 
Visions  of  doom 

Fill  her  with  dread. 
Dark  is  the  shadow  over  her  soul. 

One  in  the  gloaming  meets  her  alone. 
See  how  she  shrinks, 

Hiding  her  face, 
E'en  while  she  sinks 

In  his  embrace. 
Who  in  the  gloaming  meets  her  alone  ? 
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Dark  is  the  shadow  over  the  moon. 
Darker  the  shame, 
Blacker  the  sin, 
Without  a  name, 
Lurking  within. 
Dark  is  the  shadow  over  the  moon. 

Two  in  the  gloaming,  stealing  away  ! 
Ever  a  stain 

Graven  for  life, 
Never  again 

Innocent  wife ! 
Two  in  the  gloaming,  stealing  away. 

One  in  the  gloaming,  watching,  alone. 
One  broken  heart. 

While  the  world  sleeps, 
Wifeless,  apart, 

Silently  weeps, 
One  in  the  gloaming,  watching,  alone. 


A  LAY  OF  MORWENSTOW 

THERE  's  an  echo  ever  sounding, 

Ever  sounding  in  my  heart, 
And  whereso'er  I  wander 

It  lives  with  me  apart. 
No  other  ears  can  hear  it  beat 

With  steady  ebb  and  flow, 
'Tis  the  thunder  of  the  surges 

On  the  shores  of  Morwenstow. 

On  winter  nights  when  far  and  wide 

The  wild  wind  rages  free, 
And  sweeps  weird  chords  of  melody 

From  every  swaying  tree, 
My  spirit  leaps  to  meet  the  gale, 

For  through  it,  clear  and  low, 
Sings  the  thunder  of  the  surges 

On  the  shores  of  Morwenstow. 

I  see  a  mighty  towering  crag, 
Like  some  great  ocean  god, 

Upraise  its  walls  of  granite  sheer 
No  foot  of  man  has  trod. 
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Above,  the  open  cloudless  sky, 

A  sullen  roar  below, 
Tis  the  thunder  of  the  surges 

On  the  shores  of  Morwenstow. 

E'en  summer,  with  her  gracious  smile 

Wins  not  this  cruel  coast, 
Its  waves  rush  on,  impetuous  still, 

A  foaming  seething  host. 
They  fret  and  tear  the  jagged  rocks 

Deep  hid,  a  treacherous  foe, 
'Neath  the  thunder  of  the  surges 

On  the  shores  of  Morwenstow. 

How  many  a  noble  ship  went  down, 

How  many  a  noble  life 
Met  bravely  here  its  doom,  and  found 

Peace  in  the  midst  of  strife. 
How  many  ?    Though  no  tongue  can  tell, 

Yet  hear  the  tale  of  woe 
In  the  thunder  of  the  surges 

On  the  shores  of  Morwenstow. 

But  see  in  this  wild  solitude 
A  strange  and  touching  sight, 

A  little  church,  which  nestling  close 
Beneath  the  frowning  height, 
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Uplifts  her  voice  and  calls  to  prayer 

To  all  who  come  and  go 
By  the  thunder  of  the  surges 

On  the  shores  of  Morwenstow. 

That  little  humble  House  of  God 

Seems  like  a  fearless  soul, 
Which  ever  clings  and  trusts  and  prays 

Though  angry  billows  roll. 
It  calmly  stands  and  heavenwards  points, 

Whilst  fainter  far  below 
Sounds  the  thunder  of  the  surges 

On  the  shores  of  Morwenstow. 


THE  CAGED  LARK 

AWAY,  away, 

In  the  summer  sky 
I  see  the  swallows  dart. 

Now  low,  now  high 
They  circling  fly 

With  strong  free  wings, 
Whilst  I,  whilst  I, 

Sit  solitary  apart. 

Above,  above, 

In  the  far-off  blue 
I  hear  my  comrade  sing. 

As  up  he  flew 
Full  well  I  knew 

That  voice,  although 
Its  notes  were  few, 

Would  make  the  heavens  ring. 

Afar,  afar, 

With  a  rushing  sound 
I  feel  the  wild  wind's  breath. 

Now  sweeping  round 
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He  scorns  the  ground, 
Now  mocking  cries, 

'  Poor  slave,  fast  bound, 
Thine  is  a  living  death.' 

In  vain,  in  vain, 

Do  I  beat  my  breast 
Against  my  prison  bars. 

No  rest,  no  rest, 
Whilst  that  dear  nest, 

Love's  sweet  reward, 
Unwatched,  unblest, 

Lies  naked  'neath  the  stars. 

Alas!  alas! 

As  with  feet  of  lead 
The  weary  hours  depart, 

Low  droops  my  head. 
Since  Hope  has  fled, 

Bid  me  not  sing ! 
My  song  lies  dead, 

Dead  in  a  broken  heart. 


MIDNIGHT,  1900-1901 

SLOW  tolls  the  bell  for  the  dying  Year, 

Slow  tolls  the  bell. 

Through  the  dark  stillness,  solemn  and  clear, 
Throbbing  with  anguish,  quivering  with  fear, 

Slow  tolls  the  bell. 


Sorrows  my  heart  for  the  Year  that 's  dead, 

Sorrows  my  heart. 

Heavy  mine  eyes  with  the  tears  long  shed, 
Aching  the  scars  of  wounds  that  have  bled 

Deep  in  my  heart. 


Loud  chime  the  bells  for  the  dawning  Year, 

Loud  chime  the  bells. 
Eager  to  bring  their  message  of  cheer, 
Piercing  the  distance,  hovering  near, 

Loud  chime  the  bells. 
E 
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Quick  beats  my  heart  for  the  Year  that 's  born, 

Quick  beats  my  heart. 
As  the  keen  hunter  welcomes  the  horn, 
So  at  the  hope  which  heralds  the  morn 

Leaps  my  sad  heart ! 

Dead  with  the  Year  the  ghosts  of  the  past, 

Dead  with  the  Year. 

Sins  that  have  shamed  us,  chaining  us  fast, 
Flung  far  behind  us,  conquered  at  last, 

Gone  with  the  Year. 

List  to  the  chime  in  your  quickened  soul, 

List  to  the  chime  ! 

Pray  God's  great  Love  like  a  tide  may  roll 
Through  Life's  dark  channels,  making  you  whole, 

While  there  is  time. 


SPRING 

I  KNOW  a  dainty  maiden 
Of  gracious  face  and  mien, 

She  comes  with  arms  flow'r-laden 
And  crowned  like  a  queen. 

Her  brow  has  all  the  whiteness 
Of  snowdrops  pure  and  cold, 

Her  tresses  in  their  brightness 
Rival  the  crocus  gold. 

Her  eyes  look  forth  serenely 
Blue  depths  without  a  cloud, 

Too  modest  to  be  queenly, 
Too  tender  to  be  proud. 

Sometimes  upon  her  lashes 
The  teardrops  hang  like  rain, 

But  e'er  they  fall,  out  flashes 
Her  radiant  smile  again. 
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Beneath  her  fairy  fingers 
The  bare  boughs  wake  to  life, 

And  where  her  footstep  lingers 
The  daffodils  are  rife. 


She  sets  the  echoes  ringing 
With  laughter  wild  and  free, 

She  sets  the  birds  a-singing 
For  rapture  at  her  glee. 


'  O  stay,  sweet  wayward  maiden 

Tarry  with  us  awhile. 
The  orchards,  heavy  laden, 

Have  blossomed  at  thy  smile. 


The  cuckoo's  cry,  unending, 
Sends  greeting  all  day  long, 

The  joyous  lark,  ascending, 
Now  floods  the  world  with  song. 


The  may  like  snow  is  lying 
On  many  a  hedge  and  tree, 

And  through  their  branches  sighing 
Soft  winds  are  wooing  thee.' 
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But  swiftly  backward  glancing 

She  gaily  answers  '  Nay  ! ' 
With  tireless  feet  still  dancing 

Along  her  flowery  way. 

We  watch  her  raiment  gleaming 

In  sunlight  to  the  last, 
Then  waken  from  our  dreaming 

To  find  that  Spring  has  passed. 


SUMMER 

O  SUMMER,  lovely  Empress  of  the  year, 
Though  short  thy  glory,  how  supreme  thy  sway 
O'er  every  heart,  which  holding  thee  so  dear, 
Yet  trembles  lest  thou  sudden  slip  away, 
Forsaking  all  too  soon  thy  flower-girt  throne 
Whose  glowing  splendour  blooms  for  thee  alone. 

For  thee  alone  the  opening  rose  withholds 
Her  hidden  fragrance,  long  in  secret  stored, 
Till  'neath  thy  warmth  her  tender  bud  unfolds, 
And  all  her  wondrous  sweetness  is  outpoured 
In  subtle  perfume,  grateful  to  the  sense 
As  childhood's  bloom  of  happy  innocence. 

O  rose-crowned  Summer,  'twas  for  thee  we  pined 
When  thy  young  handmaid,  fickle-hearted  Spring, 
Left  her  sweet  broken  promises  behind, 
Which  thou  alone  cans't  to  fulfilment  bring, 
And,  fleeing,  dropped  her  veil  of  filmy  green 
Which  scarcely  serves  Earth's  nakedness  to  screen. 
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But  thou  wilt  robe  her  regally,  and  hide 
In  bowery  fulness  many  a  hidden  glade, 
Where  giant  boughs  extending  far  and  wide 
Entice  the  weary  traveller  to  their  shade, 
And  as  in  golden  dreams  the  moments  fly, 
The  drowsy  bees  hum  low  his  lullaby. 

What  languorous  rapture  in  thy  noontide  heat, 
As  stretched  upon  some  sunny  southern  shore, 
We  watch  the  slow  waves  creeping  to  our  feet, 
Each  stealthily  advancing  evermore 
In  murmuring  ripples,  gentle  as  the  breeze 
That  wakes  soft  echoes  in  the  swaying  trees. 

O  Summer,  live  immortal  in  my  heart ! 
Let  not  the  chilling  frosts  of  age  dispel 
Love's  sacred  fires,  and  as  the  years  depart 
With  swiftly  changing  seasons,  do  thou  dwell 
For  ever  with  me,  that  my  life  may  be 
Bright  with  the  flowers  that  bloom  eternally. 


AUTUMN 

HAIL,  gracious  Autumn  !    In  thy  regal  dress 
Of  purple-red  and  amethyst  and  gold, 
Thou  comest  with  thy  slow  and  stately  tread 
The  waiting  Earth  with  plenteousness  to  bless  ; 
Yet  all  unwillingly,  for  stiff  and  cold, 
Low  at  thy  feet,  sweet  Summer  lieth  dead. 

Thy  sweeping  garments  bear  the  grateful  scent 
Of  many  fruits  now  mellowing  to  their  fall ; 
Apples,  sun-kissed  upon  each  ruddy  cheek, 
Where  the  full  power  of  burning  rays  found  vent, 
And  purple  plums,  close  nestling  to  the  wall, 
Which  'neath  their  shelt'ring  leaves  play  hide  and 
seek. 

And  pears  low  hanging,  heavy  with  the  load 
Of  long-stored  sweetness,  till  they  dropped  un- 
heard 

In  the  warm  silence  of  a  summer's  noon  ; 
When  lengthening  shadows  crept  across  the  road 
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Beneath    the   slumb'ring   trees,    which   scarcely 

stirred, 
E'er  daylight  melted  into  night,  too  soon. 

Thou  smilest  on  the  fields  of  whitening  corn, 
Wind-tossed  into  a  swelling  golden  sea, 
And  straight  the  poppies  flash  through  like  a  flame, 
Some  flaunting  boldly,  others,  newly  born, 
More  modest,  as  sweet  youth  should  ever  be, 
Veiling  their  full  dark  eye  as  though  in  shame. 

There  is  a  richer  hue  in  every  flower. 
The  creamy-hearted  rose  deepens  to  gold, 
And  fills  the  air  with  fragrance  subtly  sweet, 
Whilst,  overhanging  many  a  hidden  bower, 
The  dusky  depths  of  clematis  unfold, 
And  trail  in  purple  clusters  to  thy  feet. 

So  beauteous  is  thy  path,  although  Decay 
Like  a  dark  shadow  follows  in  thy  train, 
Still,  gentle  Autumn,  do  we  hold  thee  dear  ! 
For  Memory,  soft-footed,  steals  away 
To  those  dim  haunts  of  mingled  joy  and  pain, 
Which  call  her,  in  the  twilight  of  the  Year. 


WINTER 

WINTER,  art  thou  here  again, 
Rugged  winter,  stern  and  drear, 

With  thy  driving  icy  rain 

Lashing  at  the  window  pane, 
Dread  to  see,  and  dread  to  hear  ? 

Yesterday  the  autumn  wind, 
Sweeping  far  and  sweeping  wide, 

With  a  fury  dumbly  blind, 

Left  a  wilderness  behind 
Where  the  leaves  lie  dead  and  dried, 

Where  the  trees  like  spectres  stand, 

Giant  limbs  stretched  gaunt  and  bare 
Through  the  saddened  sunless  land, 
Changed  by  thy  relentless  hand 
To  an  image  of  despair ! 

Yet  thou  hast  a  gentler  mood 
When  in  cadence  soft  and  slow, 

Over  hill  and  vale  and  wood, 

O'er  the  evil,  o'er  the  good, 
Like  a  blessing,  steals  the  snow. 
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When  the  Earth,  clad  like  a  bride 
By  thy  hoar  frost,  virgin  white, 

Silent  lies  at  eventide — 

Then  the  ghostly  shadows  glide 
Weird,  beneath  the  moon's  pale  light. 

Bough  and  branch,  and  twig  and  stem, 
Touched  by  some  magician's  hand, 

Sparkle  like  a  diadem 

Set  with  many  a  costly  gem, 
In  this  new  enchanted  land. 

For  no  sculptor  skilled  and  fine 
Ever  carved  with  such  a  grace. 

Lo,  the  Craftsman  is  divine  ! 

Every  wondrous  curve  and  line 
Veils,  but  cannot  hide,  His  face. 

Grief  doth  make  the  poet  sing, 

Day  lies  in  the  womb  of  Night. 
So,  grim  Winter,  'neath  thy  wing, 
Shelters  young  and  lovely  Spring 
Nestling,  yet  unfit  for  flight. 


A  LOVE  SONG 

FLOWER  of  my  heart,  were  I  the  wind 
On  noiseless  pinions  sweeping  by, 
I  'd  woo  thy  fragrance  with  a  sigh 
And  leave  a  soft  caress  behind. 
The  dewdrop  from  thy  heart  I  'd  steal 
And  hide  it  ever  deep  in  mine, 
A  tear  from  such  a  source  divine, 
Where'er  it  rests,  must  surely  heal. 

Were  I  the  sun,  my  burning  kiss 

Should  thrill  thy  petals  virgin  white, 

Until  they  blushed  for  pure  delight 

And  very  innocence  of  bliss. 

Were  I  the  bee  who  gaily  sips 

His  nectar  all  the  summer  day, 

I  'd  melt  my  longing  soul  away 

In  draughts  of  sweetness  from  thy  lips. 

Flower  of  my  heart,  say,  shall  I  dare, 
E'er  yet  thy  tender  bloom  hath  flown, 
To  pluck  thy  beauty  for  mine  own 
And  ever  in  my  bosom  wear  ? 
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Safe  in  that  shelter  night  and  day 
If  thou  unfold  to  sun  and  wind, 
Love's  rays  shall  warm  thee,  ever  kind, 
Love's  breath  shall  waft  thy  cares  away. 


LOVE'S  YOUNG  DREAM 

THE  daffodils  were  springing,  when  you  and  I  first 

met 
Twas  in  the  little  orchard  field,  ah  !  can  you  aye 

forget  ? 
They  opened  wide  their  golden  cups,  all  glinting 

in  the  sun, 
You  cried,  '  I  love  you,  bonny  flowers,  I  love  you, 

every  one ! ' 

The  violets  were  peeping,  when  first  I  saw  your 

eyes, 
They  were  shyer  than  the  violets,  and  bluer  than 

the  skies, 
And  when  I  sought  to  woo  a  glance  you  hid  them 

from  my  view, 
Like  modest  buds  beneath  their  leaves,  all  tender 

with  the  dew. 

The  lark  was  singing  madly,  when  first  I  heard 

your  voice, 
He  spread  his  wings  and  soared  and  soared,  and 

cried  '  Rejoice !  Rejoice  ! ' 
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I  knew  what  he  was  saying,  for  his  song  was  all  of 

love, 
It  echoed  deeper  in  my  heart  than  in  the  heavens 

above. 

The  primrose  stars  shone  palely,  and  purely  pale 

your  face, 
As  soft  you  laid  them  to  your  cheek,  to  breathe 

their  fragrant  grace, 
And  frail  as  the  anemone,  which  drooped  beneath 

your  feet, 
You  seemed  a  thing  of  light  and  air,  too  wondrous 

and  too  sweet. 

When  on  the  hedge  the  May-bloom,  lay  like  a  veil 

of  snow, 
Our  love  burst  into  blossom  too,  although  we  did 

not  know. 
Twas  not  until  the  autumn  sun  had  burnt  the 

fields  to  gold 
We  reached  our  hearts'  rich  harvest  home,  and 

Love's  young  dream  was  told. 


IN  A  BEECH  WOOD 

THROUGH  the  mazy  reaches 

Of  the  spreading  beeches 
Wandered  one  sweet  noontide  my  little  love  and  I, 

Where  the  sunbeams  glancing 

Set  the  shadows  dancing 
To  the  wind  low  crooning,  its  woodland  lullaby. 

As  we  moved  unthinking, 

Deep  our  feet  were  sinking 
In  the  russet  memories  of  a  year  long  dead. 

Sombre  leaves  still  lying, 

Leaves  so  long  a-dying, 

Whilst  their  new-born  sisters  waved,  whispering, 
overhead. 

All  the  glades  were  ringing 

With  the  joyous  singing 
Of  the  merry-throated  thrush,  trilling  to  his  mate, 

Whilst  with  wondrous  healing, 

On  the  breezes  stealing, 
Subtle  perfumes  floated  by,  sweetness  incarnate. 
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Now  thick  interlacing, 
Wondrous  patterns  tracing, 
Green  boughs  screened  the  smiling  blue,  with  an 

arch  as  fair, 

Now  with  sudden  gleaming, 
Through  the  tree  trunks  streaming, 
Pierced  the  sunlight,  gilding  each,  clean  of  limb 
and  bare. 

Other  woods  are  dreary, 

But  the  beeches  cheery 
Spread  their  fairy  veil  of  lace  over  God's  pure  sky, 

Just  to  make  it  dearer, 

Just  to  draw  us  nearer 
To  the  Love  Eternal,  my  little  love  and  I. 


A  VALENTINE 

LIKE  blossom  on  the  tree 
Forth  bursting  frail  and  free, 
So  woke  my  love  for  thee. 

Like  noontide's  burning  rays 
In  happy  summer  days 
Love  set  my  heart  ablaze. 

But  when  the  mellowing  grain 
Showed  autumn  on  the  wane 
Love  ripened  into  pain. 

Yet  as  'neath  winter's  snow 
Sweet  things,  unbidden,  grow, 
So  Love  still  lived  below. 

And  though  you  come  not  nigh 
Or,  careless,  pass  it  by, 
Love  knows  not  how  to  die. 


LOVE'S  ADVENT 

LOVE  came  to  me,  I  know  not  how, 
But  when  I  looked  upon  thy  face, 

My  spirit  could  not  choose  but  bow 
Before  such  matchless  power  and  grace. 

Love  came  to  me,  I  know  not  when, 
Time  was  not  till  I  met  with  thee, 

And  the  long  hours  'twixt  now  and  then 
Seem  but  a  dark  eternity. 

Love  came  to  me,  I  know  not  where, 
What  matter  either  time  or  place  ? 

It  is  my  world  when  thou  art  there, 
Without  thee,  it  is  empty  space. 

Love  came  to  me,  I  know  not  why, 
I  ask  not,  'tis  a  boon  too  sweet. 

How,  when,  or  where,  ah  !  what  care  I  ? 
It  is  enough  that  we  did  meet. 


LOVE  SONG 

How  shall  I  woo  you, 

Sweetest  grey  eyes  ? 
Low  in  your  depths 

Light  laughter  lies, 
Low  in  your  depths 
Tenderness  sighs. 
Teach  me  to  woo  you, 
Sweetest  grey  eyes ! 

How  shall  I  read  you, 

Sweetest  grey  eyes  ? 
Mirrors  of  truth 

Calm  as  the  skies, 
Mirrors  of  thoughts 
Gentle  and  wise. 
Teach  me  to  read  you, 
Sweetest  grey  eyes ! 

How  shall  I  win  you, 

Sweetest  grey  eyes  ? 
Deep  in  my  heart 
Longings  arise, 


LOVE  SONG  85 

Deep  in  my  heart 

Hope  trembling,  dies. 
Teach  me  to  win  you, 
Sweetest  grey  eyes ! 

Just  let  me  love  you, 

Sweetest  grey  eyes ! 
Others  may  woo, 

Every  one  tries, 
Others  may  win 

Spite  of  my  sighs. 
Just  let  me  love  you, 
Sweetest  grey  eyes ! 
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